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That best things perish of their own excess.

And quality o'er-driven becomes defect ?

If ay, is it thou indeed that we have glimpsed^

Or rather such illusion as of old

Through Athens glided menadlike and Eomef

A shape of vapor, mother of vain dreams

And mutinous traditions, specious plea

Of the glaived tyrant and long-memoried priest ? "

I walked forth saddened; for all thought is sadf

And leaves a bitterish savor in the "brain.

Tonic, it may be9 not' delectable,

And turned, reluctant, for a parting look

At those old weather-pitted images

Of bygone struggle, now so sternly calm.

About their shoulders sparrows had built nests,

And fluttered, chirping, from gray perch to perch,

"Now on a mitre poising, now a crown,

Irreverently happy.    While I thought

How confident they were, what careless hearts

Flew on those lightsome wings and shared the sun,

A larger shadow crossed ; and looking up,

I saw where, nesting in the hoary towers,

The sparrow-hawk slid forth on noiseless air,

With sidelong head that watched the joy below*

Grim Norman baron o'er this clan of Kelts.

Enduring Nature, force conservative,

Indifferent to our noisy whims !    Men prate

Of all heads to an equal grade cashiered

On level with the dullest, and expect

(Sick of no worse distemper than themselves)

A wondrous cure-all in equality;